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They had pitched on Old Forsyte, who, of all, was least to
blame ; for if Bart had only held his tongue, they would
certainly have lumped him into the vote of confidence. All
very natural and illogical; and four o'clock already !
* Counterfeits !' The old feeling for Wilfrid was strong
in him this day of publication. One must do everything
one could for his book—poor old son ! There simply must
not be a frost.
After calling in at two big booksellers, he made for his
club, and closeted himself in the telephone booth. In old
days they ' took cabs and went about.* Ringing-up was
quicker—was it ? With endless vexations, he tracked
down Sibley, Nazing, Upshire, Master, and half-a-dozen
others of the elect. He struck a considered note likely to
move them. The book—he said—was bound to c get the
goat of the old guard and the duds generally'; it would
want a bit of drum-beating from the cognoscenti. To each
of them he appealed as the only one whose praise really
mattered. " If you haven't reviewed the book, old chap,
will you ? It's you who count, of course." And to each he
added : " I don't care two straws whether it sells-, but I do
want old Wilfrid to get his due." And he meant it. The
publisher in Michael was dead during that hour in the
telephone booth, the friend alive and kicking hard. He
came out with sweat running down his forehead, quite
exhausted ; and it was half-past five.
£ Cup of tea—and home !' he thought. He reached his
door at six. Ting-a-ling, absolutely unimportant, was
cowering in the far corner of the hall.
" What's the matter, old man ? "
A sound from above* which made his blood run cold,
answered—a long, low moaning.
" Oh, God ! " he gasped, and ran upstairs.
Annette met him at the door.   He was conscious of her

